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Her cannons be her eyes, mine eyes the walls be,
Which at first volley gave too open entry;
Nor rampire did abide, my brain was up blown,
"Undermined with a speech, the piercer of thoughts}
Thus weakened by myself, no help remaineth:
Say, then, Reason, I say, what is thy counsel?

And now fame, the herald of her true honour,

Doth proclaim with a sound made all by men's mouths,

That Nature, sovereign of earthly dwellers,

Commands all creatures to yield obeisance

Under this, this her own, her only deariing:

Say, then, Reason, I say, what is thy counsel?

Reason sighs, but in end he thus doth answer:
Nought can reason avail in heavenly matters.
Thus, Nature's diamond, receive thy conquest;
Thus, pure pearl, I do yield my senses and soul;
Thus, sweet pain> I do yield whate'er I yield.
Reason, look to thyself I    I serve a goddess.

Solitariness

O SWEET woods, the delight of solitariness

O how much I do like your solitariness!

Where man's mind hath a freed consideration

Of goodness to receive lovely direction;

Where senses do behold the order of heavenly host,

A.nd wise thoughts do behold what the Creator Is*

Contemplation here holdeth his only seat,

Bounded with no limits, borne with a wing of hope,

Climbs even unto the stars; Nature is under it.

Nought disturbs thy quiet, all to thy service yields;

Each sight draws on a thought (thought,* mother of science);

Sweet birds kindly do grant harmony unto thee;

Fair trees' shade is enough fortification,

Nor danger to thyself if be not in thyself.

O sweet woods, the delight of solitariness!
O how much I do like your solitariness I
Here nor treason is hid, veiled in innocence,
Nor envy's snaky eye finds any harbour here,
Nor flatterers' venomous insinuations,
Nor cunning humorists* puddled opinions,